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Nri \*A; They rode on.   Thc\ said they'd fetch me in five
minutes.

DAISY: [S/wJ.;t:g.] How did your bridge party go off last
niprh??*

SYJAIA: How on earth did you hear about that? Did Mr

Comvay toll you? 1 wish you played bridge. We really

had rather a lark.

DAISY: George didn't come in till late, I suppose?
SYLVIA: Oh no, he got away In fairly decent time. Where

there's a will there's a way, you know, even at official

functions.
DAISY: \\Vith a little faugh.] Oh, 1 know. I'm expecting him

here in a minute.  1 hope you won't have to go before

he comes.
SYLVIA: \Vell, 1 saw him yesterday.   I can live one day

without seeing him.

DAISY: I wonder if he can live one day without seeing you,
SYLVIA: Fm tolerably sure he can do that.

DAISY:  [As if she mre merely teasing,} A little bird has

whispered to me that there's a very pretty blonde in
Peking , . .
SYLVIA: {Interrupting} Probably peroxide.

DAISY: Not in this case. Who is not entirely indifferent to
the Assistant Chinese Secretary at the British Legation,

SYLVIA: Fancy.

DAISY: I suppose yoti haven't an idea whom Fm talking
about.

SYLVIA: Not a ghost,

DAISY: Then why do you blush to the roots of your hair?

SYLVIA: I was outraged at your suggestion that my hair
was dyed.

DAISY: It's too bad of me to tease you, isn't it?

SYLVIA: Fm a perfect owL You know what a tactless idiot